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“Ah, those were the good old days!” We've all thought 
it when some bit of nostalgia comes our way. It could 
be a tune on the oldies radio station, or a color that 
reminds you of mom’s avocado green refrigerator. You 
never know when it will hit and you will remember 
the “good ole days” of your youth. 


Did you grew up rockin’ around the clock as a 50s 
bobby-soxer? Maybe you still have an old string of 
love beads tucked away in your dresser. Or perhaps 
you cringe when you see your 1980s high school year- 
book and wonder what you were thinking to cut your 
hair like those guys in A Flock of Seagulls. 


Everything old is new again. Or so it seems. Patterns 
and colors from past decades are hot items today. 
Retro is the “in” thing. It is everywhere. And why not? 
The last half of the 20th century shaped the world we 
experience today. 


So, whether you wax nostalgic for your 70s platform 
boogie shoes or the have fond memories of beating 
your kid brother at Ms. Pac-Man, enjoy this blast from 
the past issue of Keystone as we stroll down memory 
lane. Peace! 


Literature: Harper Lee’s To Kill a Mockingbird, Betty 
Friedan’s The Feminine Mystique, Maurice Sendak’s 
Where the Wild Things Are, Truman Capote’s In Cold Blood 

Art: Andy Warhol, Marcel Duchamp, Robert Smithson 

Music: The Beatles, The Grateful Dead, Aretha 
Franklin, Bob Dylan 


Literature: Carl Bernstein and Bob Woodward's All the 
President’s Men, Alex Haley's Roots, Richard Bach’s 
Jonathan Livingston Seagull 

Art: George Segal, Andrew Wyeth, |.M. Pei 

Musie: The Carpenters, Pink Floyd, Bob Marley, Eagles 
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First Place: Photography 

Joy Griffin 

“Strike” 

Medium: Color Photography 


Second Place: 2-Dimensional Art 
Marren Hager 

“Back Bend” 

Media: Pastel and India Ink 


"Third Place: Poetry a 
Emily Watson 


“wintery weather” 


it’s cold out. 
so cold 
snow falls from the barren sky, 
fluffy fleshy flakes 

none alike i : 
we stand around outside. —> 
the fire is affectionate- 


smoke follows beauty. 
such a distinct, 
[eect = 
oF Brother playsatune 
On his acoustic guitar, 
ie I watch the snow drizzle 
swalloweddown 
tose. 
on the sweltering coals; 
a stinging in my eyes - 
a prophecy 
possibly 


| , ‘the smoke followsme. _ 


Second Place: 3-Dimensional Art 
Ine van den Bosch 


“You and Me” 
Medium: Ceramic 
Sia x Su 


Second Place: Photography 

Cindy Johnson 

“Untitled” 

Medium: Black and White Photography 
eh oe Oe 


Thad nearly repressed the memory until an article in 
the local newspaper summoned it. On the front page was 
a picture of a sandal a dog had dug up in the woods of the 
local park. I closed my eyes and shook my head hoping 
it was just my conscience catching up with me. But when 
I opened them the picture was still there. The memories 
returned as flashbacks but soon became total recall. 

To see me on the street one would never know I was 
once a career criminal and a burglar at that. My soft sandy 
blonde hair, broad hazel eyes, practical lips and clean 
shaven jaw showed no signs of the life I led once the sun 
disappeared. During the day I was Mr. Fix-It. My motto was 
if you have a break, I have a fix. That’s how I met most of my 
victims; they were also my clients. 

Once night had fallen, I would trade my zip-up blue 
overalls and steel-toed boots for a black pair of pants, black 
shirt, black cap and black leather gloves. The ensemble 
wouldn't be complete without the black shoes. At 64”, I had 
to be sure to be as invisible in the night as possible. I had to 
keep my size 12 shoes dulled to avoid any reflection of light the 
black leather might cause. I never worried much about getting 
caught or giving up my criminal career until one night a few 
summers ago, the night that turned me from a life of crime. 

It was July 5" and I had been planning this huge 
burglary for months. I was repairing appliances and doing 
odd jobs for this snooty married couple. The lady of the 
house was easy to charm since her husband was never 
home enough to pay her any attention. When she seemed 
to think I would listen, she spilled her guts. She believed 


her husband was cheating on her but had no tangible proof. 


Conveniently he was sending her away for the Fourth of 
July weekend. She had protested but he complained about 
how much money he would lose if he had to cancel the 
reservation he made for her trip. She was furious that he 
hadn’t asked her before making the plans. She eventually 
gave in but with one twist, she would return a day early. She 
was determined to catch him. 

Somewhere in the midst of all her whining and 
rambling she mentioned that the alarm had been shut off 
for repair. They had not asked me to fix it so I inquired how 
long it would be disabled. Then I asked her to continue so 
she'd think nothing of the inquiry once she got lost in her 
neglected-wife drama again. It seemed to go on forever. I 
just chuckled and thought to myself, Ah, an amateur trying 
to scheme. I love it. Little did she know she had opened not 
only her mouth but also the door that I needed to execute 
my plan. It’s amazing what people will tell you ifthey think 
you will listen. 

The night was warm and sticky. With the alarm still 
disabled, entering the house was a breeze. I made my way 
through the darkness toward the bedroom upstairs. I had 
never been inside the room but I knew all the valuable 
jewelry would be in the safe, the portable one I built. It 
always stayed in the room. 

The moon lit the room perfectly. After cracking the 
safe, I emptied all its contents into the cover I had removed 
from one of the bed pillows. It filled quickly and easily. 

As I walked toward the door to leave I thought I heard a 
noise coming from downstairs. I stood still for a moment 


and listened in the darkness. A muffled voice followed by 


Third Place: Prose 
George Burrell 


“Criminal Conscience” 


shuffling footsteps stirred in the distance. Someone was in 
the house. I needed a place to hide. Backing away from the 
doorway I stumbled over the neatly dressed bed and had 
to turn to catch myself to keep from falling. An opening 
in the way caught my attention. In the opening, next to 
the bed, were four vertical metal flaps that seemed to be 
suspended in air. Numerous slits were etched into each. The 
two middle ones were folded back and I slid between them. 
The darkness was so dense I knew it was a closet. I pulled 
the doors together, careful not clang their metal frames. 
Kneeling on one knee, I peered through one of the slits. I 
could see no further than the small portions of the bed and 
the carpeted floor closest to the closet. 

The room suddenly lit up. I slid back as the light 
penetrated the darkness, outlining my face. The voice 
was no longer muffled. It sounded young, feminine and 
whispery. As it drew uncomfortably near, a shadow graced 
the outer doorway of the closet. A pair of silver open-toed 
sandals suddenly appeared within view. The voice hovered 
above them as they displayed freshly painted toenails. The 
blossom-red polish danced as she paced. As I rose from my 
knee I could see her bronze, silky legs. Suddenly she stooped 
to the floor and her face became visible. Her silver gown 
sparkled and the sequins complimented her every move. 
Her long easy-flowing brown hair slowly shifted as she 
gently brushed it behind one ear. Her skin was smooth and 
velvety and her lips puckered as she sighed. Her thick lashes 
brushed against one another as her bright green eyes closed 
and then opened again. They were so bright, in fact, that I 


could see his reflection in them. 


I recognized his voice, brisk and heavy. He was old enough to be her father. “What did 
you have to tell me?” he asked abruptly. Her smile quickly faded. “Well, what?” he demanded. 

“Tm going to have a baby,” she declared as she looked up at him. 

“And what does that have to do with me?” he exclaimed. 

“Tt’s yours,” she hesitantly answered. Her mouth drooped in a frown and then a look of 
fear engulfed her face. 

“You're a lying whore!” he screamed. His hand swung violently and landed against her 
face. She fell backward. He lunged at her with the same pillow I had removed the cover from. 
Either he had not noticed its covering missing or he did not care. Her face became buried 
deep into the mound of cotton and cloth. Her arms flailed as her hands grasped and clutched 
the empty air. He picked her up and held the back of her head with one hand as he used the 
other to hold the pillow in place against her face. They fell backwards onto the bed. Her legs 
kicked wildly. He grunted as he applied more pressure. His hand turned red and his watch 
snapped open. The flailing began to subside. The grasping and clutching slowed to a wave. 
She lay still. Her legs were bent over the side of the bed. Her knees were slightly crossed and 
her feet faced in opposite directions. I paused my breathing so as not to disturb the dead 
silence and expose my hiding place. 

He snorted like a bull. He removed his hand from the pillow and sat next to her. His 
hands cradled his head as he muttered angrily. “Why did you make me do this to you?” he 
moaned. “Why?” he questioned again and again. Angry tears streamed down his face and 
mine. I could not believe what I had just witnessed. There I was a witness to a murder in the 
midst of committing a crime. To snitch would be a confession but to conceal it would be 
an accessory. 

The middle was no place I had ever been. I leaned back from the door as thoughts, too 
many to sort at once, raced through the tracks of my mind. What if I report the murder and she 
hasn't been reported missing yet, then they will wonder how I know about it. But what if she has no 

family that cares about her and no one will ever miss her. Then he'll get away with murder. She was 
someones daughter, so young and beautiful with miles of life still waiting to be traveled. But now, 
because of this cheating husband, she'll never get the chance. I was sorely confused. 

There was shuffling outside the door so I peeked again. A dark sheet had covered the 
beige carpet. I watched as he rolled her body from the bed onto the sheet. She landed on her 
stomach with her face towards me. Her eyes were opened wide but the brightness was gone. 


A stream of blood trickled from her mouth. He quickly rolled her up in the sheet. Her feet 


dangled from one end as he picked her up and carried her out of sight. Then there was 
silence again. 

Once a few minutes of silence passed I slid the middle doors apart and looked out. 

I could not see or hear anyone so I grabbed the pillow case of jewelry and dashed for the 
balcony. I carefully opened the double doors and quietly closed them behind me. From the 
ledge I could see his car below. It was backed up close to the house. White smoke trickled 
from underneath and disappeared over the opened trunk. Suddenly he appeared carrying the 
sheet with feet still dangling from one end. But one foot was bare. Apparently noticing the 
missing evidence as he stuffed her wrapped corpse into the trunk, he angrily slammed the lid 
down and turned back toward the house. 

I climbed onto the ledge and looked below. He was nowhere in sight so I leapt from 

the balcony. I landed palms down, on one knee, barely missing the pavement. As I looked 
up I saw her, the same smooth skin and long brown hair, coming up the dimly lit driveway. 
I thought it was a ghost, but it was his wife. She had come back a day early just as she swore 
she would. I slid into the bushes a few inches away. Her footsteps were heavy and angry. She 
mumbled as she walked. Her teeth chattered and gritted. Her mission was obvious; she was 
going to finally catch him. 

She looked into the car as she passed by it. Her husband appeared carrying the missing 
sandal. He quickly stuffed it into his jacket pocket. “What are you doing here?” he said 
nervously. “You're not supposed to be back until tomorrow.” 

“Well, I came back a day early to be near my husband,” she said facetiously. 

“Lwas actually on my way out to get you a little surprise,” he stated. “I wanted to have it 
for you tomorrow when you returned home but I guess the surprise is ruined now due to you. 
Thanks a lot,” he shouted before marching off to the car and driving off. 

“T almost caught you, I know it!” she screamed as the car sped away. I thought she 
would follow him but instead she ran in the house and slammed the door behind her. It was 
my chance to escape. I ran into the darkness and disappeared into the night. 

[returned to the house the following Monday to finish up the repair project | was 
working on for them. Neither said anything about the theft or the events of that night and I 
didn’t ask any questions. I knew he couldn't report the burglary without putting himself in 
jeopardy. He couldn't be sure of what evidence, ifany, might be found from his own crime. 
That’s the last time I saw that couple and visited that house. I never told anyone about that 


night. Sometimes I still wonder if I made the right decision. 


First Place: 2-Dimensional Art 
Donald H. Peeler 
“Reflections” 

Medium: Oil 
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Third Place: 3-Dimensional Art 
Ahmad Sabha 
“Unit #75” 


Medium: Ceramic 


Third Place: Digital Art 
Edith Mak 

“TAO” 
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Honorable Mention: 2-Dimensional Art 
Pamela Phifer 

“God Knows/Counting 26” 

Medium: Oil 

30242 


Honorable Mention: 2-Dimensional Art 
Pauline Dove 

“Texas Two-Step 

Medium: Reduction Linoleum Cut 
BRM) Sete) Sr 


First Place: Prose 
Beth Meko 


“Recess. 


Casey Reynolds sat in Mrs. Flanagan’s classroom at 
Milford Elementary School on a sunny day in May, copying 
the Encyclopedia Britannica onto notebook paper in bold, 
angry print. She had to write until the bell rang for the fifth 
grade to come in from recess, and her hand was starting to 
hurt. She was in trouble for pouring green paint on Jimmy 
Welsh in art class that morning, and it hadn’t even been 
her fault. That big jerk had purposely spilled paint on her 
favorite purple Converse high tops—the ones she wore 
nearly every day. He had then laughed, but no one else had 
heard him. He had told the teacher it was an accident, and 
now he was outside, throwing a football around with his 
friends, while Casey sat copying everything there was to 
know about aardvarks and looking like she had dipped her 
feet in red Kool-Aid. 

She was sitting right beside a window facing the 
playground, and she could see him out there, swaggering 
in a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt that he had borrowed 
from Tommy Jenkins. What she hated most about him was 
the way he swaggered—as if he had anything to swagger 
about. He had picked on her relentlessly ever since she 
had defeated him last year at the school spelling bee. She 
couldn’t help it he had misspelled “imagination” with 
aj instead of a g. She watched as he effortlessly caught 
each pass, then turned and tossed it to the next guy. She 
narrowed her eyes as he yelled at Jeff King when he missed 
it, probably saying something mean and nasty. hope next 
time it hits him on the head, Casey thought darkly. The next 
time the football arched toward Jimmy’s outstretched 
hands, Casey stared at the ball and thought with all her 
might, Hit him! Hit him! 

It did. As soon as the thought left her brain, something 
seemed to happen around her. It reminded her of when she 
would go swimming in the summertime, and when her head 


was underwater she could hear nothing but the pressure 
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of the water around her. Right before her eyes, the 
football seemed to alter its course, and it conked 
Jimmy square in the middle of his forehead. He sat down in 
surprise, rubbing his head. The world around Casey went 
back to normal, and she could hear the second hand on the 
clock ticking steadily on. 

What just happened? Did I do that? Casey watched in 
amazement as the other boys slapped their knees in 
laughter and Jimmy got to his feet, shaking his head. 
Trip, she thought automatically to his feet, and she 
felt immediately like she was underwater again. 
Jimmy's feet seemed to tangle up, and he fell 
once more to the ground. 

This can't be happening. Now the boys were 
practically in hysterics, and Jimmy was getting to 
his feet again, looking dumbfounded. Casey couldn’t 
see his face clearly, but she just knew it was beet red. She 
glanced at her shoes. Now he matches my Chuck Taylor All 
Stars. She laughed loudly, a harsh, surprised giggle that rang 
out in the empty classroom like an alarm. 

Mrs. Flanagan looked up from the papers she was 
grading. “I didn’t know the Encyclopedia Britannica was so 
entertaining,” she said, eyes raised above the tiny glasses she 
wore around her neck on a chain. 

Casey cleared her throat. “Oh, yeah, um...there’s 
some really funny stuffin here.” She turned quickly back 
to the window, where Jimmy was slapping the nearest boy 
upside the head, trying to save his wounded pride. Hmm. 
Jimmy Welsh could be about to have a bad day. A very bad 
day indeed. 

A short distance away from Jimmy and his friends, 
Maggie Blake and Claire Westfall were tossing around a 
Frisbee. Casey was directing all her attention on the Frisbee 
when Mrs. Flanagan tapped her on the shoulder. Casey 
jumped, nearly upsetting the encyclopedia onto the floor. 


“Why don’t you change seats, 
dear, so you aren't tempted to watch your 
friends outside when you should be writing.” 

Mrs. Flanagan suddenly looked alarmed and peered closer 
at Casey, like a scientist would look at a bug. “Is there 
something wrong? You look like you're about to faint.” 

“No, I'm fine.” Casey stood up abruptly, surprising 
Mrs. Flanagan even further. “I just need to, uh...go to 
the restroom!” 

“Hurry back, please,” Mrs. Flanagan said, but Casey 
was already nearly flying out the door and to the girls’ room. 
The door swung shut behind her, and Casey stood for a 
moment, breathing hard, her hands on her knees. Then 
she straightened and looked at one of the bathroom stall 
doors. Open, she thought, and as she watched, holding her 
breath and feeling the silence around her, it did. The stall 
was empty. 


Casey grabbed onto the side of one of the sinks and 


stared into the mirror. She looked the same as usual— 
brown ponytail with bangs a little out of control, green eyes, 
skinny arms, and a gangly, long neck that she hated but her 
mom said would make her a graceful-looking woman. She 
looked the same as always, but something was different. She 
was a little pale, but that wasn’t it. There it was—her eyes! 

She had a spark in her eyes. Her eyes were so bright 
they were almost glowing. As she watched, they slowly 
faded until were almost back to normal. 

What in the heck was in the school lunch today? 

__ She laughed. She knew it wasn’t the school lunch 
that had done it, because she hadn’t eaten much of it at all. 
She had been fuming about Jimmy Welsh and her ruined 
sneakers, and anyway, lunch today had been a greasy brick 
of meatloaf and a little scoop of something slimy that could 
have been green beans or boogers, take your pick. So how 
had this happened? Maybe she’d always had the power to 
move things, and just hadn't ever tried before today. To 
think about it! She could have made Jimmy Welsh fall on his 
butt ten times during the spelling bee. She began to laugh, 
and once she started laughing it was hard to stop. 

Then her smile froze, and she cocked her head. Her 
teeth. She had always had a big gap between her two front 
teeth, and Jimmy Welsh was always calling her “Alvin” —as 
in Alvin the Chipmunk. She knew the nickname would soon 
turn to “Metal Mouth” when she got braces—because, well, 
bullies like Jimmy were just predictable like that. 

She moved closer to the mirror. She moved way up 
close until all she saw was her mouth, grinning like the 
Cheshire cat. Her teeth were a shiny white crescent in the 
mirror, and the gap stood out like the Grand Canyon. 

“Move together,” she told her teeth loudly, and 
they did. But not exactly like she'd planned. They moved 
together so much that they actually crossed in the front, so 


much that she couldn’t close her mouth over them. Casey 


clasped her hands over her mouth and 
jumped around in a silent dance of 

agony. How could she explain coming 
back to class looking like a walrus? She 
couldn't think of one plausible excuse. She 
would have to leave school right now if she 
didn't fix this. 

She looked back at her teeth. “Move apart,” she 
whispered, and they did. A little. She said it again, a little 
louder. Now they were too far apart. She just tried thinking it 
this time instead of saying it out loud, and that helped a little. 

The door suddenly swung open, and Mrs. Flanagan 
strolled in, heels knocking on the linoleum. “Casey 
Reynolds! Why have you been in here so long and what are 
you doing standing there grinning at yourself in the mirror? 
What has gotten info you today?” 

Casey clamped her mouth shut quickly. She wasn’t 
sure which question to answer first, so she just looked at her 
red-tipped shoes and muttered, “Sorry.” 

“Well, follow me back to class, then. Recess is over, 
and it looks like it will be you, me, and your good friend 
encyclopedia tomorrow afternoon, too.” Mrs. Flanagan 
turned sharply to open the door, and Casey bared her teeth 
at the mirror again. Her teeth looked passable. They weren't 
perfect yet—they actually stuck out a little now, when they 
hadn’t before—but she could fine-tune them later. She 
didn’t know how she was going to explain her straight teeth, 
but it didn’t really matter. Her parents would be thrilled. 

Casey followed Mrs. Flanagan back to class, but 
some strange things happened on the way there. Mrs. 
Flanagan’s glasses flew up on their chain for no reason and 
smacked her on the forehead, for one thing. “What in the 
living—” Mrs. Flanagan squawked, grabbing her glasses 
and staring at them in amazement, but Casey appeared not 


to notice. She was now looking offinto the distance, down 


the hallway, where 
the principal, Mr. 

Blakely, appeared to 

be scrambling down 
the hallway, chasing 
something. Namely, 
his right shoe, which had 
somehow gotten away from him 
and was now clump-clumping off down 
the hall. She heard him shout something. Mrs. Flanagan, 
still flustered over her wayward glasses, didn’t notice Mr. 
Blakely’s plight. And if he was smart, he wouldn't tell 
anyone about it. 

The giant School Spirit banner that the sixth grade 
had painted fell off the wall and sank to the floor as Casey 
and Mrs. Flanagan passed. Mrs. Flanagan gasped and 
rushed over to where it was settling on the floor like 
a parachute. 

Casey grinned and stretched, just as cool as a cat. It 
could turn out to be a pretty good day after all. In fact, it 
could turn out to be a pretty good life. If these powers stayed 
with her, who could tell what she would be able to do with 
them? She could feel the powers growing within her already, 
becoming stronger now that she had used them. Her eyes 
felt like burning coals, but it was a good feeling. She told the 
floor to shake, and it did—just a little bit. Who was to say 
she couldn’t eventually stop trains in their tracks, change 
the paths of airplanes, even take the sun and put it where 
she wanted? She could move her house to Disneyland—or 
move Disneyland to her house! She felt she was walking on 
air. There were limitless possibilities to what she could do, 
and she would find out soon enough what they were—she 
would find out everything. 

But first, there was just a little more unfinished 


business she had to settle with Jimmy Welsh. 
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Second Place: Digital Art 
Edith Mak 
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First Place: 3-Dimensional Art 


Carlos Gongora 
“ u" 
Dance 


Medium: Steel 
oy 
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First Place: Poetry 
Nwafor Leeda Agunwah 


“Ibo tribe” 


Do I speak another language? 

Without my Ibo heritage 

Everything feels strange. 

Jam a shark dragged out of the Atlantic Ocean, 
A cob taken from the Kenya forest, 

The sun coming out at 12 midnight. 


Ibo you are a great tribe, giving birth 

To warriors, warlords, diplomats, and great generations. 
Your culture is original, your technology from the soil 
From the oxygen of the plants to their roots 

Your art work is life, 

Priceless as our human souls full of rhythm 

And melody from your wooden drums. 

Your food is made to be eaten fresh like manna 

The bamboo huts, pots of clay 

Hand woven mats, carved human structures, 

You have sculptors, painters, dancers, musicians, 


Storytellers and poets to ennoble the great Ibo tribe. 


Iam lost 

I have left the earth for Pluto. 

I am seen as an alien in this part of the world 

Huh huh huh? Is my reply when I speak from my big heart 


I have to dance to the rhythm of their piper. 


Second Place: Photography 


Janelle Rinehart 

“Past Prime” 

Medium: Hand-colored Silver Gelatin Print 
Giexal Oa 
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Second Place: 2-Dimensional Art 
Julie Philip 

“Nude with Knife and Brush” 
Medium: Acrylic 
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Second Place: Poetry 
J. Paige Thompson Castro 


“Fishfood” 


I rock to and fro, 
upside down like a see-through jellyfish. 
Knocked over and over 
always popping back up. 
A bouncing fishing bob 
spotting darting loons through glistening 
cool slow motion, wet soothes me. 
Serenity rocks me sleepy, off guard. 
I can’t change history. 
It attacks me!!! 
The black triangle circles, 
charges around and around me. 
Shadows are closing in. 
As I sink, » 
I see its ancestor's 
slick, ebony teeth gathered 
on this new day 
by guilt ridden white hunters 
on a too distant shore. 
No one notices me. 
I’m bait. 
I’m gone. 


Second Place: Photography 
D. Taige McMahon 
“Nighttime Drive” 

Medium: Color Photography 
Oa Oe 


First Place: Digital Art 
Edith Mak 
“Shinpi-teki” 
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Cheryl, age six, sat in the backseat of the family car on the way 
back from her grandparents’ and seethed, eyeing her little sister from 
the corner of her eye. It seemed that Kathy always got what she wanted 
just because she was the youngest. Mom had just told Kathy that she 
could hold Cheryl’s best doll while she slept, because stupid Kathy had 
forgotten hers at Grandma's and wouldn't stop crying. I hate her, Cheryl 
thought, knowing it was mean but unable to stop herself. Just because 
Kathy was only three and a half, Mom and Dad let her get away with 
everything. Cheryl suddenly wanted to scare her little sister—scare her 
really bad. On impulse, Cheryl reached out and grabbed the car door 
handle. I'll just open it and she'll wake up and be scared out of her mind, 
then I'll shut it, she thought. But when Cheryl yanked down the door 
handle, the door flew open—and Kathy was suddenly gone. 

Cheryl screamed. Dad slammed on the brakes and squealed to a 
stop. When they got back to where Kathy lay, still and bloody, a trucker 
who had been driving behind them had already jumped down and ran 
over with a blanket from his cab. 

On the way to the hospital, with Dad running red lights, Mom 
holding Kathy and screaming at the top of her lungs, and Cheryl sitting 


Second Place: Prose 
Beth Meko 


el rain 


shell-shocked in the backseat, they were stopped by a passing train. “Oh 
my God Dennis, she’s going to die because of this goddamn train!” Mom 
kept yelling over the powerful roar of the train. It seemed like forever 
before it passed. 

Kathy survived with a concussion and many cuts and 
scrapes, and never remembered the incident, though 
she heard the story a million times. Mom and Dad 
assumed that the door had not been shut all the 
way and Kathy leaned on it in her sleep. Cheryl 
never told anyone the truth, not even when she 
and Kathy grew up and had kids and grandkids 
of their own. 


In the town where Cheryl grew up, there was 


a train that passed by a few times a week, When it 
passed by close to their house in the middle of the night, 

Kathy would stir uneasily and mutter in her sleep. Cheryl would move 
closer to her little sister in the bed that they shared and hug her tightly, as 
if protecting her, while outside, across town, the train whistled, clattered 


and roared by, slowly fading back into the night. 


Third Place: 2-Dimensional Art 
Eric Lalone 
“DM Pair” 


Medium: Acrylic and Mixed Media 
30 x42 


Timmy Lynn Hord 

Timmy Hord is an artist, photographer and highland piper. She has been 
painting oil portraits, photographing weddings, restoring photographs, and 
piping in Charlotte since 1974. She received her Master Artist Degree in 
1993 and her Photographic Craftsman Degree in 2000. Her oil portraits are 
hanging in many homes and offices in the Charlotte metro area. 


C. Shaw Smith 

C. Shaw Smith earned his Masters and Doctorate in Art History from UNC- 
Chapel Hill. He is a full professor and has been teaching at Davidson College 
since 1986. Classes taught by him include 18th and 19th-century painting, 
modern and contemporary art, art and theory, and Art History Seminar in 
France. He has been awarded research grants and studied art in Greece, 
France, West Africa, Germany, Morocco, Spain, Britain, and Italy. 


Roy Strassberg 

Roy Strassberg was born in Brooklyn and received his B.A. in Art from State 
University College at Oswego, New York in 1972. In 1974 he earned his 
M.F.A. in Ceramics from the University of Michigan. Pieces from his Holocaust 
Bone Series have been on display all over the United States, most recently in a 
solo exhibition at the McColl Center in Charlotte. He currently works as Chair 
for the Department of Art at UNC Charlotte. 


Jennifer Conway 

Student Publications Advisor 

Care Bears and Cabbage Patch Kids were some of Jennifer's favorite playthings 
as a child. Now as an adult, she sees their popularity (and the price they go for on 
eBay) rising again. When she’s not contemplating how much things she sold at a 
yard sale are really worth, she works at CPCC as the Student Publications Advisor 
and Student Life Program Coordinator. 


Keystone Jurors: 


Terry Thirion 

Born in Belgium, Terry Thirion studied and graduated from the Parmentier 
School of Design in Brussels and attended the Arts Academy in Leuven 
Belgium and Broward Community College in south Florida. Some of her 
teachers include Theo Humblet of Belgium, Dot Brady of south Florida and 
A. Braitman of Charlotte, North Carolina. Terry is represented by Red Sky 
Gallery in Charlotte. 


Russ Warren 

Russ Warren was born in Washington, DC and received his B.F.A. from the 
University of New Mexico in 1973. In 1977 he earned his M.F.A. from the 
University of Texas at San Antonio. He is a professor of art at Davidson 
College and has been teaching there since 1978. His work has been included 
in exhibitions in the Whitney Museum of American Art in New York, the 
Corcoran Gallery of Art in DC and the Venice Biennale. 


Keystone Staff: 


Sandra Howser 

Design Editor 

A child of the 1980s, Sandra remembers parachute pants, jelly shoes, and the 
Commodore 64. Sandra cruises along campus jamming out to her Pet Shop 
Boys CD when she is not in class studying advertising and graphic design. 
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Adobe Photoshop, and Macromedia Freehand. 


Title font is Impact. Body copy and headings are Stoneprint and Futura. 


Fonts of the 1950s include 
Hamburger, Contempo, Kaufmann, Century Schoolbook, and Collegiate. 


Fonts of the 1960s include 
Arnold Boecklin, Minerva, Bauhaus, and Funky. 


Fonts of the 1970s include 
Antic Font, HotDog, Banana Split, Fleetwood, and Psychedelic Smoke. 


Fonts of the 1980s include 
LED, Amethyst, Bank Gothic, and Cut. 


Fonts of the 1990s include 
Crackhouse, Smash, Charcoal, Confidential, and Kredit. 


Cover stock is 120# Gloss Cover. 
Inside stock is 100# Gloss Text. 3 
Submissions for Keystone 2005 will be accepted in the Spring. Students enrolled 
at CPCC during the Summer 2004, Fall 2004 or Spring 2005 semesters are eligible. 
Full time, part-time, or adjunct staffs of CPCC are not eligible for entry. All CPCC 

students are eligible for entry. All work must have been completed since first 


Keystone was printed by 
Wallace Printing 

2032 Fairgrove Church Road 
Newton, NC 28658 
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enrollment at CPCC. All work must be previously unpublished; writers and artists 
retain rights to their work. For more information, call the Student Publications 
Advisor at 704.330.6743. 


All rights are returned herein to the writers and artists. The writers and artists 
retain all rights to their work. No reproduction of any kind can be made without 
the permission of the original writer or artist. Some pieces have been edited 

for publication. Keystone is not responsible for any technical, mechanical, or 
grammatical errors. Entries are juried anonymously by judges inside and outside 
the CPCC community. 


